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THEY SAY “MEET ME AT 
STELLA MARIS HOUSE” 


By Catherine Doherty 


Perhaps Our Lady Star of the Sea always was in Portland. 
But to us of Madonna House, she arrived there on June 6th, 1957. 


We left Madonna House, Mary 


K. Rowland, Diana Zdunich, 


and I, somewhere toward the end of May, stopping at Marian Centre, 
Mary K. flying to Maryhouse in the Yukon. En route, we discussed 
the name we would give this newest foundation of our Secular 
Institute. It had to be a Marian name, for we want all our founda- 
tions to have Mary for their mother and patroness. 


Name after name was discard- 
ed until someone thought of the 
Star Of The Sea—Stella Maris; 
We all agreed on that. Just be- 
fore getting off the train, we 
made the sign of the Cross, and I 
whispered under my breath; 
“Stella Maris, take this foundat- 
ion over for us. It is big and im- 
portant, and we are humble and 
small. Please do”. 

And She did! 

Even trying to describe what 
happened makes me breathless 
again. While it was happening I 
was like one stunned. After 27 
years in the Apostolate and a 
dozen previous foundations, I 
had never experienced anything 
like this. 


Three days after our arrival we}. 


owned, on a five year lease with 
option to buy, a whole square 
block of the City of Portland. 

On this block is a parochial 
school building and a twelve- 
room house that used to be a 
convent. Times had changed, and 
so had the district around about. 
There were not enough children 
for that school. It had been vac- 
ant for some years before our 
arrival. The good Dominican 
Fathers were in charge of the 
poe gs and thus became our land- 
lords. 


Beautiful City 


A few days later we sub-let the 
school to the Knights of Colum- 
bus, who were going to use it for 
a Negro boys’ club. A wonderful 
purpose. Now all we had left to 
do was to repair and furnish that 
huge convent. 

Plumbers, furnace men, elec- 
tricians, and business men kept 
us busy. Soon all contracts for 
repairs which were quite extens- 
ive—were arranged for and sign- 
ed; and all kinds of experts 
swarmed over our future head- 
quarters. 

The house, of course, was un- 
furnished. We had come to “take 
over” Friendship House, which 
had been in Portland, at another 
address, for over five years; but 
their furnishings were nowhere 
near adequate for our servos. 

Portland is a beautiful city. 
The city of roses and mild cli- 
mate. But who has ever written 
up its benign and_ gracious 
Ordinary? Who has mentioned its 
dynamic Chancellor, Monsignor 
Tobin? Who has spoken, at any 
length, about its wonderful help- 
ful priests, and its Religious of 
both sexes? Who has found the 
words to describe its people? 


Avalanche of Love 


I have travelled the world over. 
I have been in the Lay apostolate 




















for more than half my life. I have 
seen the face of charity, good- 
ness, sanctity, in many places. 
But seldom have I seen it so 
clearly, so rapidly revealed, so 
naturally and simply, as in Port- 
land, Oregon! 

Did I say the house was empty 
of furniture? So it was. For some 
5 or 6 days after our arrival. Then 
the avalanche of charity, whose 
other name is love, began de- 
scending on us. In less than a 
week The House was furnished 
and furnished well. In great ab- 
undance. How happy Stella Maris 
must have been, beholding her 
city which loves her Divine Son 
in His .. 

I left Portland walking on air 
. . my heart so filled With grat- 
itude I was literally bowed down 
with its weight. Behind me I left 
a competent staff—two young 
women — utterly dedicated to 
Mary and Jesus and their Aposto- 
late. I left a secure house. I left 
staff and house surrounded by 
friends, and under the paternal 
solicitude of a great Ordinary, 
Archibishop Edward Howard — 
who had given us our mandate, 
who had officially invited us, 
who had personally welcomed our 
little group into the religious 
heart of his diocesan family. 

Red Letter Day 

I knew that Monsignor Tobin 
would be a tower of strength to 
them in any emergency. And our 
Lady of the Sea was in charge of 
them. How else could I leave save 
with a Magnificat and a Te Deum 
ringing in my soul? 

A few weeks ago, the Staff 
moved to Stella Maris House, 208 
NE Weidler Street, Zone 12, Tel- 
ephone 5-5347. They expect to be 
finished with repairs and decor- 
ations by September 15th, when 
there will be an Open House for 
all the people of Portland and vic- 
inity. We hope the house Chapel 
dedicated to Stella Maris will be 
blessed on that day. It will be a 
Red Letter Day indeed for our In- 
stitute. Allelulia. 

I have mentioned that Our In- 
stitute came to take over the 
Friendship House in Portland. 
Many in that city have wondered 
what that meant. For they knew 
and loved F. H. very much. 

It simply means that the Staff 
of F.H. decided to re-join us and 
become part of our Secular Insti- 
tute; and that the Archbishop 
agreed this was to be done. 

Many Thanks 

The mandate given to us by the 
Archbishop includes work in 
broad outlines in interracial jus- 
tice, not only with Negroes, but 
also with Mexicans, Orientals, 
Indians and others. Also work in 
Labor Management and Housing. 
We hope Stella Maris House will 
be a meeting place for all other 
Lay Apostolates of Portland. We 
even have devised a little motto 
for our goal along these lines. We 
want all people of Portland inter- 
ested in Catholic Action to say 
to one another “Meet me at Stella 
Maris House”. We hope they will. 

I take this opportunity to 
thank the people of Portland for 
their wonderful hospitality, their 
understanding, goodness, kind- 
ness and charity. All I can give 
in return, all We can give in re- 
turn, is our humble prayers. 
Truly, ey will yours, dear 
friends, daily. — 

Did you ask what more does 
Stella ris—Our Lady Star of 
the Sea — need for her new 
House on Weidler Street? Well— 
I think she would enjoy having a 
teens truck. The need for 

very great there. She would like 
to have the office furnished. An 
old four-drawer letter files? Of- 
fice supplies? And such? Perhaps 
someone will want to give some 
showers for the house and staff? 

Many Prayers 

How about a COFFEE, SUGAR, 

TEA shower? How about A 
(Continued on Page Four) 








A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


Eddie Doherty 











Dear Lord God in heaven; A 
friend and 1 were talking the 
other day about the fact that 
Your Son, Jesus, is alive and well; 
and even more available than He 
was when men could see Him. 

You know, God, how 
people excuse themselves, saying, 
“Boy, if I lived when Christ was 
walking around in the Holy Land 
I would have been one of His 
best followers: you wouldn’t have 
caught me selling Him for any 
amount of money; you wouldn’t 
have seen me denying Him; you 
wouldn’t have watched me sneak- 
ing away when they crucified 
Him; I would have been right 
there at the foot of the cross; I 
sure would; that’s me; that’s the 
kind of a guy I am; but now — 
well now it’s different! 


But He’s Alive! 


“Christ is dead and the world 
has changed a lot; now we say 
“see how these Christians hate 
one another”; now it’s dog eat 
dog and don’t give us any dog- 
mas; now it’s the State above the 
Church, and no authority ex- 
cept in the State; you read what 
the Supreme Court had to say 
about bringing religion into our 
nice God-proof schools; Christ 
died a long time ago and I guess 
what He tried to teach, what He 


some | 


Assumpta Est 


While Love kept vigil day and 
night, 

She lay somewhere, 
and white 

Within the Ancient City’s sight 

While Love kept vigil day and 
night. 


quite still 


tomb; 
For He Who rested im her womb 
Looked down upon His lovely one, 
| And softly breathed the message: | 
|““Come”’. 
By Mary Jane Halak. 











LITANY OF LORETO 


Holy Virgin Of Virgins 


By Catherine 











Virgin of Virgins! 
Cool as the snow on the heights, 
Untouched, and unscaled. 





wanted to give us as our inherit- 
ance—that’s dead too.” 

I wanted to write You about) 
that. But I didn’t know how td| 
begin. I had no peg. A_ writer,’ 
even a letter writer, should) 
have some sort of peg on which) 
to hang his thoughts. Then You} 
sent me young Bob Pelton with! 
his beautiful poem. And there! 
was the peg! I know You have) 
read that poem, Lord. You read) 
it before the world was made.| 
But I don’t think you will mind 
reading it again. It is called 


And Dwelt Among Us 


Sometimes, O Lord, I forget 

That You too have eyes 

That saw the sky milking over 
before sun-down { 

And the quiet notes drifting 
in a spear of sunlight; 

That You have ears 

That heard cicadas tell their 
beads in whirring voices; 

And even a nose 

That smelled the softness and: 
warmth of a dusty road; 

That You have a mouth 

That tasted fat purple grapes 

Or a_ sweet green blade of 
grass; 

That Your body 

Has known the peace of water 
in summer. 


O Lord, forgive me if I forget 

That when You saw the birds 

that time 

Go soaring up, up, up, 

And the dew-speckled 

tinged lilies, 

And the others’ eyes, 

Your Heart beat hard against 

Your ribs 

Because You were 

world 

And You saw that it was good! 

I marveled at the way he 
coupled past and present, and 
made it timeless and eternal. But 
I wish he had called his poem 
“AND DWELLS AMONG US.” 

For he does dwell among us, 
Lord God, His Father and Ours, 
as he dwelt among men in Jeru- 
salem, or Bethany. or Samaria, 
or Nazareth, or Egypt. We can 
find Him in chapels and church- 
es, in great cathedrals, in humble 
oratorios! We can find Him, and 
we can talk to Him. 

We can open our hearts wide to 
Him. And, if we listen, we can 
hear Him speak to us. 

We can cling to Him, as the 
apostles did so very long ago. We 
can still sell Him, as Judas did— 
not for money, perhaps, but for 
position or place or rank or 
worldly privilege or honor. We 
can sell Him even for a bowl of 
soup in a Commy hangout. We 
can still deny Him. We can still 
desert Him. We can still deride 
and mock Him. 

(Continued on Page Four) 


flame- 


in Your 


|Unknown to men, 


And yet there is none 


| Fragile and young, 


Brilliant—like light 

That snuffs out the sun 

And banishes darkness 
eve here 

Outside and inside. 

Warm, glowing, like fire 

Whose heat can consume 

Without consuming— 

A fire, so strange, 

So constant, so even, 

That it draws 

With its glow and its warmth 

All who behold it — 

The fire of desire, 


The reflection of the desire 
Of the Desired one. 


Virgin of Virgins! 
Simple and humble 
Unnoticed by men. 
In her are reflected 
Old faces and young 
And all between. 
She is all virgins, 


To compare 
With the simple and humble 
Maiden of Israel. 


Virgin of Virgins! 
Woman of earth 
Resting in peace 

In the awesome and terrible 
Hands of the Lord. 

At home 

In all the houses of men. 
At home 

In the essence of the 
Triune and Infinite God. 
Virgin of Virgins! 
Slender, small, 


To the onlooker’s eyes 

Riding her donkey, 

Defenceless through the plains, 
Hastening to the help 

Of her cousin in pain. 


Virgin of Virgins! 

All dressed in shimmering gold, 
Spanning the height 

Between heaven and earth; 
Majestic, incredible, 

More powerful 

Than all the power 

Of men and nature combined; 
Bidding the stars and sun 
Like a child bids her pets. 
Behold! 

Angels lie prostrated 

At her tiny feet: 

Queen of all virgins! 

Bridge between men and God! 


Virgin of Virgins! 

Friend of the poor, 
Confidant of sinners, 

Lady demure 

Whose smile is benediction, 
Whose touch is light. 
Virgin of Virgins! 


i'Death could not hold her in the}... 








Gate of the Lord 


ALL IS QUIET ON 
THE YUKON FRONT 


By Theresa Richaud 
Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon — It is quiet here today! ! ! 


Can this 


Maryhouse? No babies cry 


ing ... no Indian mother 


scolding . . . no Hungarian refugee walking restlessly back and forth 


its 


weeks, the quietness is unfamiliar. 


no children shouting or quietly pulling book after book out of 
oper place in the library! To this Maryhouse veteran of five 


Things were not thus when I left 


yesterday to spend the afternoon with Renee Richer, our good friend 


from the army Medical Corps. 


The school boys left yesterday 
for the summer holidays. We were 


house family. The Immigration 
Officer came for the Hungarian 
girl after dinner. She has a job 
in a restaurant up the highway. 


The Indian family of five left| 
while I was away. That means| 


the hostel is empty except, for a 
teenage Indian girl who is going 
home for the holidays. 


How To Feed A Baby 


We do have a baby in the 
house, a four pound, fourteen 
ounce baby who will be with us 
for another couple weeks or until 





her weight is up to at least six 
pounds. Then she will be returned 
to her mother at Watson Lake. 
But little Monica is a good baby 
and cries only when bottle time| 
rolls around every four hours. It| 
takes one of us one hour to feed 
her three and a half ounces of 
milk, sO you see we do spend a 
few hours of the day and night 
with her. 

Thanks to Monica, I am still 
sleeping in Maryhouse. There are 
two bedrooms here—two cell-like 
rooms occupied by Mamie and 
Mary Ruth. I had been sleeping 
across the street, in St. Joseph’s 
shack. Sometimes I wish it could 
talk and tell me of the pioneer 
days. First, it was Louie’s shack. 
When Father Gene arrived it was 
his shack too. Now it is my shack. 

That is, it was mine until Mon- 
ica’s arrival. Mamie, Mary Ruth, 
and I take turns sleeping with 
Monica in the lbrary. When it is 
their nights; I sneak into their 
rooms to sleep. 

Another reason for the quiet- 
aess at Maryhouse is that Louie, 
Ed, and two boys they have hired 
for the job, are away at our bush 
lot and will return only Saturday 
night. Our winter supply of wood 
must be cut before the blackfly 
season is here. 


Hew To Cut Firewood 


Mamie packed some blankets, 
grub, and necssary utensils in 
the back of “Mickey”, and the 
boys left us for the week. They 
work during the night when the 
mosquitoes are asleep and the air 
is cool. During the day the boys 
sleep in an old shack. Our wood 
lot is about fifteen miles from 
here, so they save time and gas 
by staying there. 

When fifty cords of four-foot 
jackpine have been cut, we will 
hire a truck to haul the wood 
here, where the kitchen stoves of 
Maryhouse and St. Catherine’s 
will eat it up this winter. To keep 
Maryhouse warm, four-foot logs 
are kept burning in the huge 
basement furnace throughout 
the winter. 

Yes, I did say St. Catherine’s. 
Last week Father Gene blessed 
the Carpenters’ Hall, and Mamie 
named it in honor of B’s great 
patron saint. St. Catherine’s will 
be our women’s hostel since the 
present quarters are inadequate 
to meet the needs. 

After Rosary last Monday, we 
all went over to make an inspect- 
ion of the newly acquired build- 
ing and found it in “fair shape.” 
About six weeks of work will be 
required to make it suitable for 
our purposes. 

There are two small rooms at 
the entrance which will be torn 
down by Ed and Louie. The Lum- 
ber from these will be used to 
make a separation between the 
dining room to be, and the kitch- 
en of the adjoining apartment. 


How To Do Without 


Besides the kitchen, the apart- 
ment boasts of two bedrooms 
with sagging floors and a small 
bathroom containing only a toil- 
et. No plumbing here. The huge 
kitchen stove which was donated 





last year and which is now sitting 


between Maryhouse and St. Cath- 


|erine’s will be used for the hostel 
sorry to see them go. They had|cooking, and 


been so much a part of our Mary-| 


for heating the 


apartment. 

The kitchen is large and bright 
. . . not too much work to do 
there. A pantry must be made to 
hold the foodstuffs. The “ex- 
perts” tell us that the foundation 
should be safe for another four or 
five years. By that time we 
our finances will permit us 
raze it and rebuild it. 

In the meantime the Mary- 
house staff will have an active 
summer renovating the building. 


before school opens again. After 
the carpentry work has been done 
by the boys, Mamie, Mary Ruth, 
and I will spend most of our time 
scrubbing and painting, and 
planning how to make the best 
use of all available space. 

The seventeen Indian boys who 
will be our boarders next school 
term will be using the dining 
room at St. Catherine’s. In the 
evening it will also be their study 
room, 

Besides the renovating of St. 
Catherine’s, the boys also have a 
job to do on St. Joseph’s. The 
building is to be covered wth ce- 
dar shingles. Window frames 
must be made and a porch built 
over the outside entrance into the 
boys’ room. 

As we work we will be thinking 
of the kindness of the many 
people whose charity has made 
these buildings possible. 

Every nail driven, and every 
stroke of the brush, will be offer- 
ed for those who have helped us. 


OF BIRDS 
AND SOULS 


By Jose De Vinck 














Birds are made to fly. Allin a 
bird is lightness, airiness, flight: 
a bird at rest is but resting from 
flight, and it is not quite a bird, 
for it seems to be wastng its prop- 
er glory. From head to tail a bird 
is designed to glide smoothly 
through the air. From its piercing 
beak, its tightly feathered head, 
its expanse of wings — before 
which the engineers of this mech- 
anical age feel weak and astound- 
ed—to the trailing edge of its 
tail-feathers, a bird is made to 
fly. It is made to perform the 
victorious feat of playing with 
gravity and space, of expressing 
in its flashing motions some of 
the glory of God. Who ever doubt- 
ed that a bird is made to fly? 

Souls are made to love. That 
burning mystery within the heart 
of man, that hungering flame 
that always stretches out towards 
the unknown, the more perfect, 
the more satisfying delight can 
only be appeased by the vision of 
God. As much as a bird is made 
to fly, and even much more so, 
a soul is made to love. 

No one but Satan could say 
that a soul is made to hate: but 
his faithful followers, who bow 
before the hammer and the 
sickle, come close to him by de- 
nying the very existence of their 
loving souls. Let us pray for all 
the souls in need, that they may 
escape from the nets of pride and 
greed, and take their flight to- 
ward everlasting love. 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


Our time is now... the time of the laity. This 
is “our century” in which we must awake from the 
long years of complacency, tepidity, and indifference, 
then, shaking sleep out of our eye, arise and start 
about our Father’s business. * 


For over twenty-five years the popes have been 
calling us to do just that. For men in ever greater 
numbers are leaving their FATHER’S HOUSE and 
are wandering in the wilderness of every kind of “ism 
that is not CATHOLICISM. 


Behold them, hungry and thirsty for God, 
seeking .. . seeking . . . in the parched deserts of the 
world and the flesh, in science, and in wars... the 
answers that can be found only in peace and love and 


truth. 


Who is going to show them the WAY? Who is 
going to lead them to the FOUNTAINS OF THE COOL 
WATERS OF TRUTH? We, the Catholic Laity should. 
How? By witnessing to the TRUTH, in the Market 
Places of the world. How can we become such expert 
guides? Very simple. By living the Gospels of Christ 
UNCOMPROMISINGLY in our homes, at work, and 
at play, twenty-four hours a day, sixty minutes of 
every hour, sixty seconds of every minute. 


We can become guides — we, the ordinary 
people, the rank and file, the millions who struggle 
so hard to keep living, whose lives at times seem so 
monotonous, so drab, so hard, and so un-interesting! 
BY FALLING IN LOVE WITH GOD. .°. MADLY IN 
LOVE... AND REALIZING THERE IS SO LITTLE 
TIME ... FOR EACH OF US... for life IS short... 
we can become guides to others. 


We must restore the whole world to God. For 
the whole world, with small exceptions, has wandered 
far away from the FATHER .. . THE SON .. . AND 
THE HOLY GHOST. This is a task impossible to any- 
one unless he is IN LOVE... MADLY SO... WITH 
GOD. 


In Him, through Him, for Him, and with Him 
— all things are possible! 


Then there is MARY, His gracious mother. It 
is her century too, behold how slowly this age is be- 
coming her age .. . The Marian age. 


The Lord, Our God, has taken her out ofthe 
long shadows of the humble silence in which she 
dwelled. And now she stands before us terrible as an 
army arrayed for battle. . . The queen of the universe. 
The woman clothed with the sun . . . the moon be- 
neath her feet. The gate, finely wrought, that leads to 
Christ, The Way. . . who leads us to the bosom of the 
Father. . . from whence we all came, and to which we 
all shall return. 


The Lay Apostolate ... Catholic Action ... the 
witnessing of the laity to Christ . . . a witnessing that 
is to take place wherever the laity may be. . . a wit- 
nessing through living to the hilt, without a shadow 
of compromise, the Gospel of Christ .. . all those 
simply add up to LOVE. 


It is through love, Who IS GOD, that we, the 
laity of the Twentieth Century will RESTORE THE 
WORLD TO CHRIST. 


Charity is a mystery. Faith and hope will die 
... CHARITY LIVES ON FOREVER. We must learn 
to love God and, for His sake, our neighbors. IF WE 
LEARN TO LOVE, the world will enter into an era 
of peace, light, and happiness — INTO THE KING- 
DOM OF GOD ... now, on this earth, where Christ 
said it had to begin. : 


That is the beginning, the work, and the end 
of all apostolates, clerical, religious, hierarchial, and 
lay. Up to now, men have been led to this work 
through the first three. Now the laity has been called 
to action by these. They must realize they too “are a 
kingly and priestly people,” through the Sacraments 
of Baptism and Confirmation, and then must take 
their share of this glorious burden. Too many have 
gone too far away from God and the things of God 

. and there are not enough religious, clerics and 
prelates to do the work without the laity. 


This the popes have made clear... OUR TIME 
IS NOW! !!! And we need help! Let us turn to the 
Mother of Fair Love . . . remembering her Assump- 
tion into Heaven. She is also the mother of men! 


Let us turn to her, who is of earth, yet Queen 
of Heaven. Let us ask her to show us the ways of love, 
take us into her school of love .. . so that we may 
LOVE GOD MADLY... AND POUR OUT OUR LOVE 
ON THE EARTH. 


BY DOING SO... WE SHALL RESTORE THE 
WORLD TO GOD. 








THE BS CORNER 


By Catherine Doherty 











The next articles from my “type- 
writer will come to you, dear 
friends, from aboard a ship on 
the high seas, and from The Et- 
ernal and glorious city of Rome. 
For I have been appointed by the 
Canadian Hierachy, an official 
Canadian delegate to the Second 
World Congress of the Lay Apos- 
tolates, that will convene in that 
city in October. 

I am sailing with Mamie Legris 
the director of our foundation in 
Whitehorse, Yukon on the 6th of 
September. We plan to visit our 
old friends the Young Christian 
workers in England. We hope to 
visit quite a few Secular Instit- 
utes in England, : Belgium, and 
France. We would like to make 
contacts with the English Domin- 
icans who publish that terrific 
magazine, Blackfriars, and also 
men of the same order in Paris 
who are in charge of the publish- 
ing house of Cerf. The Benedict- 
ines everywhere have a great fas- 
cination for us. For twenty-seven 
years we have made the Liturgy 
the foundation of our humble Ap- 
| ostolate. 

Infinite Graces 

Mamie and I have high dreams 
of sitting at the feet of those 
priests who have done so much 
for the Lay Apostolate. We will 
keep you posted through Restor- 
ation, on all that happens to us 
on this wondrous trip. 

Our address from Sept. 6th to 
the end of October, 1957 will al- 
ways be The American Express 
Co. in London. . . Bruxelles... 
Rome... or Paris. . . should you 
wish to write us. 

I am looking forward to the 
Congress itself. The first one I 
attended in 1951 brought to me 
infinite graces. I met Monsignor 
Montini, then Papal Secretary of 
Sate, now Archbishop of Milan. I 
had a private audience with His 
Holiness Pope Pius XII... an un- 
forgettable experience. And to all 
of us in the apostolate it brought 
the clarification of our vocation. 
It was through my meeting these 
two wonderful people, prelate and 
Pope, that we became a Secular 
Institute. 

What will the Second World 





| facilities 











Congress of the Lay Apostolates 
— us? I cannot help but won- 
er. 
Strength In Numbers 

- I wonder about many other 
things too. . . His Holiness, sum- 
moning us for the second time in 
six years, must think it import- 
ant that we should meet togeth- 
er, discuss our common problems, 
speak our minds, bring him the 
heat of the day in the market 
places of the world. 

Why is it then, that in the U.S. 
and Canada we have so few “get 
togethers”? Why is it that often 
we barely know of the existence 
of one another, let alone the 
work and spirit of one another? 
We should Take Time to get ac- 
quainted. For if Caritas is to re- 
store the world to Christ, surely it 
must begin “at home” among lay 
apostles who are all dedicated 
and working for the same cause. 

It is so hard to love what one 
does not know. True, in a general 
way, we do know about each 
other. We of Madonna House con- 
stantly pray for all our brethren 
in the lay apostolate everywhere. 
But, oh! how wonderful it would 
be if we met often, talked things 
over, helped one another. Clari- 
fied work techniques etc. with 
one another. Duplication, which 
is beginning to rear its ugly head, 
would be avoided and the works 
of the Lord would be speeded up. 

Perhaps this is a foolish idea, 
and yet it strongly persists in my 
head and heart. Perhaps we could 
at least discuss this vital matter 
by mail among ourselves. 

We would like to offer the vast 
of Madonna House, 
Combermere, an ideal setting for 
all kinds of meetings—for any 
get-together that may be plan- 
ned. I would like so much to hear 
from fellow lay apostles their re- 
action to this idea of mine. Per- 
sonally, I hunger for such con- 
tacts. . . Don’t You? 

In recent travels, I spoke to 
thousands of people, including 
Priests, Brothers, and Nuns, and 
I noticed with some aston- 
ishment, that Priests, Brothers 
and Nuns seem to think Secular 
Institutes are becoming their 
“rivals” for vocations. 

Please, dear Brothers and Sis- 
ters, let me allay your fears and 
doubts at once. The answer is: 
“We do not clash at all in this 
matter for we attract a different 
type entirely from those the 
Holy Ghost directs to you. The 
Lord, who established our Secular 
Institutes through His Holiness 
Pius XII, knew indeed what He 








was doing. 


We Help You 

We, believe it or not, help to in- 
crease your vocations! In screen- 
ing those who apply to us, we ex- 
ercise, I hope, holy selectivity. 
We know the difference of vocat- 
ional calls pretty well. Ours is a 
new-old vocation, that is to be 
exercised in the market places of 
the world. We do Not leave the 
World. . . We stay in it, to re-bap- 
tize it. We do so under the Coun- 
sels of Perfection, under vows of 
Poverty, Chastity, and Obedience. 
We, too, are in a state of juridical 
perfection when we take these 
vows. We totally consecrate our 
lives to God in this manner, and 
in the world toward which our 
Apostolate, our “Ministry”, must 
be exercised. 

This new-old vocation requires 
very specific and easily recogniz- 
ed traits and signs. Young people 
with vocations to your holy Or- 
ders stand out as unsuited to 
ours. And we humbly advise them 
to consult you about this. 
Through the grace of God, our 
apostolate has given the Church, 
Forty-eight priests, ten brothers 
and thirty-two nuns. 

No. .. we are not rivals for vo- 
cations. We complement one an- 
other. And I, for one, expect 
many “vocations” from your 
postulants. For you will quickly 
learn to recognize the Secular In- 
stitute Vocations. 


- All Ye That Labor 
| 





By Marite Langlois 





The Catholic Information 
Centre of Edmonton is, like all 
Information Centres, I imagine, 
a great place to make friends. 

There are those who serve us 
and with whom we come into fre- 
quent contact. There’s the mail- 
man who calls on us three times 
a day, bringing a cheery word 
and letters from all over. There’s 
the man who delivers the books 
and pamphlets we order from the 
publishers. His arrival is usually 
accompanied by a smiling “More 
work for you!” There are the wo- 
men who clean the Information 
Centre twice a week, whom we 
look forward to seeing, not only 
because they are going to make 
the place look bright and shiny 
again, but also because they are 
friends. 

Read About It 

There’s the paper boy who 
dashes in around 4.30 p.m. to de- 
liver the daily news, but usually 
finds time for a friendly “Hi!” 
These and others form part of 
the routine of the Centre, and 
help us to serve others. 

It is about these others — the 
people whom the Centre serves— 
that I want to tell you today. 
Some of them, newly arrived in 
the city, are looking for informa- 
tion about Catholic churches, 
schools, clubs, youth groups, etc., 
or they want to find a room with 
a Catholic family. 

Others drop in to pick up read- 
ing material —pocket books or 
pamphlets—for their parish pam- 
phlet racks, or for themselves. Or 


or to buy a prayer book or a ro- 
sary. A few just come in to pass 


the time of day and browse 
through the literature we have on 
display. 


Our centre is located at the 
terminal point of one of the city’s 
bus routes, so ple drop in to 
wait for the bus and find shelter 


sun during the summer — and 
perhaps they’ll pick up a pam- 
phlet of interest while they’re at 
it! 

Read All About It! 


Then there are those with def- 
inite religious problems whom 
we try to help, sometimes with a 
pamphlet or a suggestion, other 
times by referring them to some- 
one who can help them. 

And of course we get to know 
the ones who come to our daily 
Mass at noon —around forty of 
them these days — though there 
are always a few new faces 
among the more familiar ones. 
Our “congregation” is indeed var- 
iegated. They come from all parts 
of the city and from all walks of 
life. Most are working in the busi- 
ness area where our centre is lo- 
cated; some drop in while shop- 
ping downtown; for a few Mass 
at the Information Centre is part 
of the day’s routine. 

There are those, too, with 
whom we correspond by mail. 
They write to us for Catholic lit- 
erature, for information on the 
Church, and several are taking 
our course of instructions on the 
Faith by correspondence. 

These and all who turn to the 
Catholic Information Centre for 
one service or another, are our 
friends. And we hope that their 
numbers will continue to grow; 
because we know it is a desire 
to know, love, and serve God bet- 
ter which leads them here. And it 





ig our earnest wish to help them 
to-do just that. - 


else they want to take out a sub-! 
scription to a Catholic periodical, ! 


from the cold in winter and the|Y 





Combermere Diary 


New appointments. Mr. Rich- 
ard Parker (Boston, Mass.), the 
Men’s Director, has been appoint- 
ed to the Staff at Marian Centre 
in Edmonton. Mr. Raymond Fec- 
teau (Toronto, Ontario), has been 
named as Men’s Director of Ma- 
donna House. 

Miss Marilyn Williamson at the 
completion of the course in Litur- 
gical Music at Lebret, Saskatche- 
wan, will spend several months 
on the Staff at Marian Centre. 

Among those on the Summer 
School faculty were Father Louis 
Putz, C.S.C., of Notre Dame Uni- 
versity; Father Eric Buermann, 
O.S.B., of St. John’s Abbey, Col- 
legeville, Minnesota; Father John 
Reed, Director of Catholic Char- 
ities and the Catholic Family 
Movement, Fort Wayne, Indiana; 
Father Hilary Sweeney, C.P., of 











West Hartford, Connecticut; 
Fathers Gervase and Bennet, 
Carmelites; Father Tomai, de 


Montfort Father of Bay Shore, 
New York; Father Lawlor of Osh- 
awa, Ontario; Father Lovely, S. J. 
of the University of Detroit; and 
Father Contois, O.P. of Ottawa, 
Ontario. 

On the Feast of St. John the 
Baptist, June 24th, Abbot Ignat- 
ius, the former Abbot of St. Mein- 
rad’s Abbey happened to be in 
the vicinity. so we asked him to 
bless our new, three-hundred acre 
St. Benedict’s Farm. The same ev- 
ening Father Briere blessed our 
St. John’s bonfire. 

On June 27th the Staff went to 
the new chapel of Our Lady of 
the Lake at the Cana Colony, and 
there for the first time the Rosary 
was recited. Two of our guests 
Mr. and Mrs. Claire, made their 
Act of Consecration to Mary ac- 
cording to the formula of St. 
Louis de Montfort — by match- 
light (we found that it takes ex- 
actly 3 match-lengths of time!) 
On the feast of the Visitation of 
Our Lady, Mass was said in this 
Chapel for the first timie. On this 
same lovely feast day, our Lady 
sent us a number of visiting 
priests—so that at supper that 
night at the conclusion of the 
meal, eleven priests gave us their 
corporate blessing. 

Miss Rose Gagne of the Staff 
used some of her vacation time to 
pass the examinations in the In- 
STRUCTOR’S COURSE for 
WATER SAFETY in Toronto. 

B’s train, returning from Ed- 
monton, ran into the tail-end of 
Hurricane Audrey and was 18 
hours late. She wasn’t home a 
week when she had to go away 
again—this time for a meeting of 
the Canadian Delegates for the 
Congress of the Lay Apostolate, 
to be held in Rome, this October. 

You may get the idea that the 
Lay Apostolate does a bit of trav- 
elling—it does! Miss Marite Lan- 
glois, our Staff Worker, who is 
in charge of the Information 
Centre in Edmonton spent part 
of her holidays at Madonna 
House. 

Speaking of holidays, we have 
been very happy this year, that 
so many families have had the 
opportunity of going to daily 
Mass and Communion on their 
;holidays at our Cana Colony. 


NOTE TO ST. GOUPIL 


Dear St. Goupil; It has been a 
long time since I have written to 
ou about that Madonna House 
latest addition, the men’s house 
named after you. True, the base- 
ment is ready, a nice big base- 
ment which some day (when you 
are ready) will be a wonderful 
workshop. And you know how 
space for that department is 
needed. But what about the rest 
of the house, St. Goupil? There is 
yet the first floor to come. And 
the second. We need room for 
laundry, handicrafts, and a sew- 
ing room, and the men’s dormit- 
ory. You know, because I am 
sure you meet Her often in heay- 
en, that Our Lady has sent us 
many new men’s vocations since 
I last wrote you. So what are we 
going to do? Space gets less and 
less. More and more men come to 
serve Christ, the Lord, in the Ap- 
ostolate of Madonna House. 
Where are we going to put them? 

St. Goupil, you just have to 
help us; and I would like to know 
what you have in mind. . . Can- 
ada’s building season is so short 
.. . And this is August. . . We 
have about Three Months left to 
put on the walls and roof. . . and 
you know that means about seven 
thousand dollars! How about it 
St. Goupil? Please, please hurry, 
or the work of Him for whom You 
died so gallantly will slow up. 
St.. Goupil, please help us to 
house his future lay apostles, the 
men, staff of Madonna House. 
Please do it now! 

















Unchanging Church 
Changes Its Liturgy 


By Paul Marx, O.S.B. 











In the Mystical Body there is 
indeed a hierachy of members. 
All members possess the sacra- 
mental character that makes 
them participators in the priest- 
hood of Christ, even if not all 
share in this priesthood in the 
same way. 

The manner in which each 
member of Christ participates in 
His priesthood is specified by the 
characters received in the sacra- 
ments of Baptism, Confirmation, 
and Holy Orders. And the charac- 
ters, says St. Thomas, ‘are noth- 
ing else than certain participat- 
ions of Christ’s priesthood deriv- 
ed from Christ Himself.” Aquinas 
goes on to explain that through 
participation in Chrst’s priestly 
power the “faithful are likened to 
Him by sharing a certain spirit- 
ual power with regard to the sac- 
raments and to things pertaining 
to divine worship.” 

We All Shake 

Pus XII states this very simply 
in a passage of Mediator Dei. 

“By reason of their baptism, 
Christians are in the Mystical 
Body and become by common 
title members of Christ the 
Priest; by the character that is 
graven on their souls they are 
appointed to the worship of God, 
and therefore, according to their 
condition, they share in the 
priesthood of Christ.” 

Life with the Church is life in 
and with Christ always and ev- 
erywhere. Perhaps nothing re- 
minds us so much of this as the 
sacramentals, whereby Mother 
Church brings to bear the sancti- 
fying powers of Christ upon all 
the phases of human existence so 
that all of human life might be 
aligned to the altar, to Christ. 

In the Divine Office the 
Church, ever filled with the life 
and love of Christ, lifts her mind 
and heart in glorious song and 
praise to God “seven times a 
day.” As the official prayer of the 
Mystical Body, this sacrifice of 
praise “forms a background or 
setting for the daily Mass, of 
which it is a continued echo 
throughout the day.” 

As the “radiation” of the Mass, 
the Divine Praises are intimately 
related to it and sanctify all the 
hours of the day and night. In 
the Liturgical Year time becomes 
an instrument of grace, as we re- 
live with Christ in the liturgy of 
the seasons and feasts all the 
mysteries of His redemptive life. 

Ten Minutes? 

All ‘this. is summarized in Dom 
Michel’s answer to the pastor who 
wrote “Give us something we can 
put across to the people in ten 
minutes”. 

“No, .Father, it can’t be done! 
You can put something across to 
the people in ten minutes, only if 
you have put it across to your- 
self in many more ‘minutes than 
a meagre ten. And no one can put 
the liturgical spirit across in ten 
minutes, no matter how many 
years he himself has beeen ab- 
sorbing and living it. | 
_ “For the liturgical spirit is 
just that—a spirit, a fundament- 
al attitude towards the whole of 
Christian life, which will enter 
into and lend new and richer 
spiritual color to every angle of 
that life. It is not the learning 
of any new dogmas—God forbid! 
But it is the flourishing of a new 
spirit or, much better, the re- 
flourishing of an old. spirit. So - 
Piux X characterized it: “Filled 
as we are with the ardent desire 
to see the true Christian spirit 
flourish again in every respect 
and be preserved by all the faith- 
ful.” Here . . . pause and medit- 
ate on various phrases used by 
the Pope: true Christian spirit— 
flourish—again— every respect— 
aoe be preserved—all the faith- 
ul. 

“It is a change of spirit, or an 
enhancement of spirit, if you 
wish; not a change of dogma. Yet 
it may mean a shift of emphasis 
regarding the influence of some 
truths of our faith on our Christ- 
ian life . . . It will mean among . 
other things a better understand- 
ing of the Mystical Body of 
Christ;. Christian solidarity; the 
prayer-life of the Church; the 
priesthood of Christ, ie, in 
Christ Himself, in the Church; 
in the ordained minsters, in all 
the faithful; the Communion of 
Saints; the life of grace. And it 
will mean not only a better un- 
derstanding of these, in the sense 
of greater abstract knowledge 
about them, but an understand- 
ing of them as _ inspirational 
sources of amore intense and 
spiritual life in and with Christ 
and His Church.” 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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God, the Good Shepherd, must 
have a lot of fun, sometimes, 
rounding up the sheep He wants 
to bring into His special fold. He 
must have enjoyed thoroughly 
the business with a certain Harv- 
ard law student we shall call 
Gene Green. 

Gene was a nice sort of young 
man. He liked a good time, of 
course. He liked to travel. He lik- 
ed books and music and art mu- 
seums. He loved study, especially 
the study of the law. His folks 
were well off, as the saying goes 
—which doesn’t mean they were 
well off, it simply means they had 
plenty of money. 

A Typical American 

He had ambition. He had 
dreams. He had a purpose in 
life. He would open a law office 
someday, probably in New York. 
He would make a million dollars. 
He would be a United States Sen- 
ator. He would marry the nicest 
girl in the world; and he would 
have a child or two—preferably 
two boys—to inherit his tradit- 
ions and his money and his love 
of life. 

One day, on the back seat of a 
bus in Paris, he saw a young 
American in gay sports clothes. 
The sports clothes proclaimed 
him an American. Natch! Gene 
made room for him. The stranger 
sat down. Gene immediately in- 
troduced himself. Andthe 
stranger grasped his hand and 
shook it warmly. He turned out 
to be a yank named Mac — and 
also, it seems, a student of law. 

What a small world, and all 
that sort of thing. Yes, no? 

Within the next week or so, the 
two young American law stu- 
dents toured Paris together, and 
saw many interesting sights. 
Gene was glad to learn that his 
new friend, like himself, didn’t 
go for girls or girly shows, didn’t 
care too much for cocktails, 
didn’t eat too much, and liked to 
discuss books, plays, operas, mu- 
sic, and art of all kinds. He also 
liked to discuss problems in the 
law. 

A Sleepyhead? 

Gene found only one thing not 
perfect. Mac never could meet 
him before nine o’clock in the 
morning. Maybe he liked to sleep 
late. Gene didn’t want to ask per- 
sonal questions; but he did wish 
they could get together, say 
around five or six, and. do things 
until say, midnight. He had never 
found a fellow he liked half so 
much as Mac—even if the guy 
did turn out to be a Catholic, as 
Gene half-suspected he might. 

Gene had no religion. And he 
had no religious prejudices. All 
creeds were good. But it was only 
common sense for a man to keep 
away from Catholics, especially 
the devout kind. They oi a 
fellow. They always wan to 
argue. -And they were usually 
fanatics. They wouldn’t listen to 
reason. They never thought for 
themselves. Gene was an intellec- 
tual, and Catholics were ignor- 
ant, superstitious, and intolerant 
of anything like art or science. 

The Way Catholics Are 

Oh, of course there were ex- 
ceptions. Like Mac, if he really 
was a Catholic. But the except- 
ions proved the rule. Gene hoped 
Mac was not tainted with any- 
thing like fervent Catholicism — 
especially for the sake of his 
folks. His father and mother 
would feel shamed if they heard 


Gene had made friends with a 
Catholic. 

He was somewhat comforted by 
the reflection that Mac never 
talked about God or the Church, 
unless Gene had asked a quest- 
ion. He said what he had to say, 
in a very few words, and shut 
up. Apparently he wasn’t inter- 
ested in the subject. 

Eventually Gene and Mac both 
tired of Paris, and planned on 
going to Ireland. 

“Let’s get an early plane”, 
Gene said. “There’s one leaving 
about 6 a.m., I understand; or 
anyway 7.” 

“Can’t make it”, his friend 
said. “It takes me an hour and a 
half every morning before I can 
even get thinking about break- 
fast.” 

“You mean you lie in bed that 
long nerving yourself to get up?” 
Eiffel Tower Falls 

“No. No. I get up around 6 a.m. 
Then I say Mass. Then I read my 
office, my breviary. That takes 


about an hour. After that I’m set} pa 


for the day.” 

Gene was crushed! The Eiffel 
tower had fallen on him. Mac was 
not only a Catholic, he -was not 
only a devout Catholic, he was & 
Catholic priest! 


“But”, Gene remembered — 
and he clutched frantically at 
the memory—“you’re a law stu- 
dent. You told me you were 
studying law!” 

“T am,” his friend said calmly, 
“Canon law. The law of the 
Church. I am a student at the 
Catholic U, in Washington, D.C., 
I practised law before I decided 
to become a priest.” 

“Oh my God!”, Gene wailed. 
“Oh my _ poor forgotten God. 
Wait until my people hear I have 
been hobnobbing with a priest— 
and a Catholic priest at that! 
Mac — Father — Reverend — 
what the hell do I have to call 
you? Father, we'll take the ten 
o’clock plane to Dublin. Even if 
you are a priest you are not going 
to get away from me.” 

In Spite Of It All 

They toured Ireland. And 
once in a while Gene went to 
Church to see Father Mac saying 
Mass. “I have to”, he excused 
himself. “If I didn’t, people would 
think you were travelling with 
a heretic. But, Father, what am 
I to do when we meet people? Let 
them think I am a Catholic?” 

“Just be natural’, the priest 
said. “A priest can go around 
with anybody and not lose caste.” 

They toured Scotland. They 
toured England. Then they shook 
hands, said goodbye, and prom- 
ised to look each other up next 
autumn in the good old U.S.A. 

A month later Gene was trying 
to get a stateroom an a liner out 
of Genoa. There wasn’t any space 
to be had for influence or money 
—not to mention love. Four 
hundred and some college stu- 
dents, men and women, had tak- 
en every inch of room. 

“But I have to get that boat”, 
Gene explained. 

Somebody remembered that 
the chaplain had a private room, 
one with two bunks in it. If he 
wanted to share the room, that 
was his affair. Gene might see the 
chaplain. 

And, of course—who but Our 
Lady could have arranged this?— 
the chaplain turned out to be his 
dear friend Father Mac! 

Suffer Even Lectures 

The priest had arranged to 
give a series of lectures on Cath- 
olic truths, once or twice each 
day. Gene shuddered when he 
heard this distressing news, but 
nerved himself. He would attend 
the lectures just to show his grat- 
itude to Father for giving him 
this extra bunk in his stateroom. 

But what would his parents 
think? 

Gene followed Father Mac to 
his stateroom afterwards. But he 
couldn’t think of anything to say. 
He was even more stunned than 
when the Eiffel tower hit him. 

“Why don’t you go up on 
deck”, Father Mac asked him, 
“and dance with some of the 
pretty girls? I’m going to stretch 
out and sleep.” 

Gene went up on deck because 
he didn’t know what else to do. 
He certainly didn’t want to 
dance. He certainly didn’t want 
to talk to girls—that is, until he 
saw the three from the Ursuline 
College in New Rochelle. He had 
never seen girls like this before! 
Had he been blind or something? 
Had he just grown up — over- 
night, so to speak? Why had no- 
body told him about beauty in 
women before? 

Boy Meets Girl! 

There was one of those three 
that—well, after all, what were 
words when it came to making 
them describe a girl like that? 

Gene, like a man in a beautiful 
dream, introduced himself, and 
asked the loveliest for a dance. 

“Goodness”, she said, with a 
laugh that would make even hell 
seem like heaven, “I would love 
to. But a Seminarian? Oh no!” 

A Seminarian? He knew it 
wasn’t a bad word. She wasn’t 
ridiculing him. She felt honored. 
There was no question about 
that. Honored, yet inflexible in 
having nothing to do with him! 
It was so senseless he knew she 
was a very devout—and Oh how 
lovely!—Catholic young woman! 

“I am not a Seminarian”, he 


assured her. 

“You are travelling with Fath- 
er Mac”, the girl said. “Of course 
you are a Seminarian. And I just 
could not dance with a Seminar- 
ian. Good night, Mr. Green. God 
bless you. It was wonderful to 
have met you.” 

Gene watched her walk away 
with her two friends. It was like 
the setting of the sun—and the 
coming up of rain and sleet and 
storm and pitch black night. 

Do Something! Quick! 

He hurried down to. Father 
Mac’s stateroom, and shook his 
1 awake. 

“Fathgr”, he demanded, 
“what’s a Seminarian?” 

Father Mac told him. “A young 
man studying to be a priest.” 

“Oh my God!” Gene said. “No 





wonder she walked away. Father, 


get dressed. Get dressed and 
come up with me. You must make 
that girl understand I am not a 
Seminarian, I am not even a 
Catholic. Right away, Father. I 
saw that girl and everything in 
me turned into a sort of jelly. And 
now—now if I don’t dance with 
her I think [ll hurl myself into 
the sea.” 

Father Mac laughed. As 
though it were funny! But he did 
get dressed. And he did take Gene 
up to the dance floor. And he did 
accost the three girls from New 
Rochelle and tell them that not 
only was Gene Green not a semin- 
arian, he was, also, not even a 
Catholic! 

The three girls gasped as one. 

“Not even a Catholic?”’, they 
cried. 

“Not even a Catholic’, the 
priest assured them. 

“We don’t date non-Catholics”, 
the girls said, again three voices 
merged in one. 


Never, Never, Never! 


“Never!” said the most gor- 
geous of the three, the most gor- 
geous of three thousand, the 
most gorgeous of three thousand 
million. 

Gene turned white, and went 
limp. If there was jelly in him 
before, he was now nothing but 
a mess of liquids—confused liq- 
uids. 

“Father”, he said, when he had 
gained the sanctity of the state- 
room, “baptize me. Now! This 
minute! I am a Catholic! I am an 
ardent Catholic! I am the most 
devout Catholic that ever lived! 
Look at me, I am so ready for 
baptism I am sprouting wings.” 

Father Mac laughed. Wickedly. 
Heartily. Maliciously. Felonious- 
ly. Ghoulishly. 

“Impossible”, he said. “It'll 
take you at least six months of 
constant study before you can 
expect any priest to make a Cath- 
olic out of you.” 

So, natch, the rest of the voy- 
age was just plain unmitigated 
hell for our Gene Green. The only 
consolation was the lectures in 
which Gene absorbed the vital 
truths about the Catholic Faith. 

The girl avoided him as if he 
were war, famine, pestilence, 
sudden death, heresy, excom- 
munication, and the curse of the 
Holy Ghost all rolled into one. 
The one girl who had ever appeal- 
ed to him! 


Baptize Me 


The ship landed, in spite of the 
fact that Gene had prayed it 
would sink in the deepest part of 
the ocean, and end his misery 
forever; He went back to Har- 
vard and the law. He began to 
“take instructions’. The girl 
wrote to him. And her letters 
were a foretaste of high heaven 
and the very throne of God. 

Within six months Gene had 
completed his studies, and had 
induced Father Mac to come to 
New York and baptize him. 

“And. someday, Father”, he 
said, the day after the great ev- 
ent, “I want you to come to New 
Rochelle and marry me!” 

“What about your people?”, 
the priest asked. 

“They are petrified with 
shame and horror”, Gene admit- 
ted. “They say you tricked me 
into this . They will drop dead 
when I marry this lovely, beauti- 
ful, adorable, exquisite, extra- 
ordinary, impossibly perfect 
Catholic girl. But I cannot help 
it. They will cut me off. They will 
disown me. But I never was so 
happy!” 

Time went on. A few months of 
it anyway. Gene went to Wash- 
ington and visited Father Mac. 


The Wonder Woman! 


*How is the wonder woman of 
New Roehelle?” Father Mac in- 
quired. 

“She is still the most marvel- 
lous thing God ever made—next 
to His blessed mother’, Gene 
said. “But what I want to ask 
you is this—how do I go about 
getting myself ordained?” 

When the Eiffel tower fell on 
Gene it was nothing. He survived 
it without suffering too much 
damage. But that was nothing 
compared to the shock sustained 
by Father Mac. The Capitol fell 
on him, and all the skyscrapers in 
the District of Columbia. It took 
him a long time to dig himself 
out from the debris. 

“You are not yet six months a 
Catholic”, he managed to say, 
then, “and you want to give up 
your career, your people, your 
fortune, your tremendous ambit- 


ions, and the most beautiful and 


talented and loving girl that ever 
was created?” 
Why Not Me? 

“That’s what everybody says,” 
Gene complained. “But every- 
body! But look what I’m getting. 
Besides, if one lawyer can become 
a priest, why can’t another?” 

“You didn’t really love the 
girl then?” 

“Father, I never loved anyone 
for anything quite so much—ex- 





cept God himself. I don’t know 





how to tell her. But I must be a| 


priest. I must. I must. I must. 
Maybe she will understand. What 
I came for was your blessing.” 

Indeed the Good Shepherd, who 
tends many many flocks, must 
have enjoyed Himself. He knew 
what Gene didn’t know at the 
time—what Gene later wrote his 
dear friend, Father Mac. 

“T was afraid to tell the girl 
who makes New Rochelle the 
most important city in the 
world’, he said. ‘“‘I was afraid her 
heart would break. Because she 
loves me as much as I love her! 
But all she said, Father Mac, was 
‘Isn’t that Our Lady, for you? I 
leave for the convent next Sep- 
tember and I didn’t know how to 
tell you’ ” 


Truth Through Art 


By Catherine Doherty 














Would you like to be an actor 
or an actress? Have you any tal- 
ent for the stage? Do you want to 
become a saint through a theat- 
rical career? Can you come to 
Portland—if you are not already 
there? 

I mean Portland, Oregon, of 
course. Not Portland, Maine. And 
if I ask what seem to be foolish 
questions, forgive me. The quest- 
ions rise out of a dream I met 
in the great northwestern city— 
a dream that took shape in the 
halting words of a young hus- 
band and wife. 


Color And Coffee 

They lived in a big room in a 
tired old house in Portland, these 
two—a _ little portion snatched 
from the rest of an immense 
dwelling. It was cozy and warm 
in that room; and there was an 
atmosphere as elusive and intan- 
gible as beauty itself. The vivid 
red-checked table cloth made a 
splotch of color against the white 
walls—the bare walls with a few 
religious pictures. 

Coffee hummed contentedly to 
itself in a shiny percolator as the 
young couple talked about the 
dream. And the reflection of a 
shaded lamp danced on the per- 
colator’s fat sides to the melody 
of the coffee. 

These two people dream of put- 
ting Christ On The Stage. They 
want to form, organize, get to- 
gether, start, A Catholic Theatre. 
Not another “Little Theatre.” No. 
Not at all; though it would indeed 
be a little theatre at first — as 
little as a mustard seed. All 
things dreamed in the Lord are 
that small when the dreams come 
true. 

The beginnings, growth, and 
goals of this apostolate will be 
rooted in Christ. And the more 
deeply the roots go down, and the 
more firmly they take hold of the 
soil in which they are planted, 
the greater will be the growth. 


Saints Will Star 

Those who would become part 
of this group, this theatre, this 
new apostolate, would have to be 
a very special group indeed. They 
would have to be people in love 
with God, who wanted to love 
Him better, who wanted to bring 
other people to love Him. They 
would have to be people terribly 
concerned with bringing Christ 
to others, and others to Christ, by 
way of the theatre. They would 
have to be people of talent, and 
they would have to be people bent 
on becoming saints. 

What is a Saint? A Saint is a 
lover of Christ. 

My young friends, in their 
dream, saw themselves and their 
associates becoming saints in and 
through the theatre. 

Prayers And Players 

Every step of the way, they 
planned, would be begun with 
prayer — every step from the 

lans to form the first group, 
hrough every rehearsal, through 
every play — and through every 
d 


ay. 

The players would be Our 
Lady’s players, God’s players. No 
one of them would seek his own 
fame, his own fortune. No one 
would upstage anyone else. No 
one would hunger for the spot- 
light, for the star role, for the fat- 
test part..All would work together 
solely for the honor and glory of 
God, and for the spreading of His 
kingdom. 

The plays they would enact 
would not necessarily be all Cath- 
olic dramas, comedies or traged- 
ies or musicals or farces. But 
they would be clean. They would 
delight the Queen of Heaven and 
her divine Son. They would be 
plays that would show the world 
the Truth. Christ is the Truth— 
the Way and the Life and the 
Truth. And my two dreamers 
have a slogan all their own. 
“Truth Through Art.” 

They would have days of recol- 
lection. They would- have re- 
treats. Men and women who 
speak lines constantly must often 
refresh their souls with silence, 
the silence of God’s intense love 
for men. In the silence of His 
force they must also renew 
he talents God has given them. 


Truth Through Art 
As I listened my heart sang Al- 
leluias, the eternal song of joy, 
for I knew without knowing at 
all that the dream would come 
true. I have dreamed dreams like 
that myself. It may take years. It 





may take months. It may take 


cary wwo weens. The Lord takes |, little overripe, not bad really— 


His own time at making dreams| 


come true. 
Now let me ask again; do you 


want to be an actor or an actress; | and just a few drops of lemon— 


do you want to be a saint? have) 


you any talent for the stage; and) 


can you get to Portland, Oregon? | 

If you can answer all these ques- | 
tions in the affirmative, get in 
touch with Mr. and Mrs. Larry 
Johnson—Larry and Beth — in 
care of our own new Stella Maris 
House, which is also a dream 
come true. The address is 208 
N.E. Weidler St., Zone 12. 

“All the world’s a stage and all 
the men and women merely play- 
ers.” But when God writes the 
plays, and sets the stage, no men 
or women can be merely players. 
God invites them to be stars in 
His great white way their 
names to gleam eternally in His 
theatre marquee. 
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One of the most beautiful book 
jobs I have seen in the last few 
years is the new Maryknoll Missal 
just published by P. J. Kennedy & 
Sons. By book job I mean the 
printing and binding as well as 
everything else. 

This missal was prepared by 
the Maryknoll Fathers. It took 
them more than three years. The 
idea was to explain “the great 


| 
| 
| 








doctrine of the Mystical Body for 
all who would follow the Mass 
with a Missal.’”’ And each moment 
of that time, they say, they have 
asked themselves if they could 
fulfil their aim. 

The Most Rev. Archbishop, 
Amleto Giovanni Cicognani, Ap- 
ostolic Delegate to the United 
States, in a foreword, says, in 
part, “Its ultimate aim is to in- 
still. . . an enlightened sense of 
the Mystical Body. . . Those who 
use the Daily Missal of the Mysti- 
cal Body will be grateful to its 
authors and editors. Each page 
reveals true competence, and the 
explanatory remarks become for 
the readers an appealing call to 
show themselves active and zeal- 
ous members of the Mystical 
OGY és 

The various kinds of type used 
by the printers, the beautiful il- 
tustrations, the explanatory re- 
marks, and other features — for 








which space is needed—-make this 


book a triumph and a joy. E. J. D.! 


Page Three 








Cooking with Mary 


Have you ever wondered what 
to do with those berries that are 


weer eee 








just kind of squashy? The simp- 
lest thing to do is to squash them 
some more, put sugar on them, 


on a quart and set them over- 
night in the frigidaire. The next 
day, make waffles according to 
any waffle recipe that you like 
(cool work on an electrical waffle 
iron). 

Then lay out a row of waffles 
under squashed berries, a row of 
waffles under squashed berries, a 
row of waffles under squashed 
berries. . . depending on the size 
of your family and the amount of 
squashed berries. . . but the last 
row must be waffles. Now stick 


the whole thing in the deep 
freeze, if you have one. . . Serve 
for Sunday dinner frozen. .. and 


if you want to put the dog on— 
top with whipped cream... 


A most DELICIOUS dessert. 
Out of this world! 

Since we are still in the berry 
and fruit season (small fruit) — 
a delicious variation on the theme 
much beloved by children... is 
the same process of any type of 
berry, or very small fruit, like 


plums, apricots and even grapes 
. . . but blueberries, raspberries, 
strawberries, boisen-berries and 
such are the best for this. Again 
well squashed. . . use again the 
left overs of your canning or 
freezing batches. . . with whole 
evaporated milk undiluted. Mix 
well. .. and beat with an electri- 
cal beater; one can of evaporated 
milk to one quart of berries. . . 
sugar and lemon to taste (lemon 
juice). 

Freeze in the deep freeze. A 
sherbertlike dessert. .. and it uses 


up all over-ripe material that 
perhaps otherwise would be 
thrown away. 





THE WILL OF GOD 


When I was but a little child, 
My father took me by the hand, 
And led me down a busy street. 
I was a little frightened then 
As I discerned the rushing crowd 
And noisy roar of city life. 

But my father held me by the 
hand, 
And _ soon 

appeared. 





es 





my fears had dis- 


Now I have advanced in years 
With other cares upon my mind. 


At such moments, I sublimely 
think: 

“The Will of God—this is the 
hand 

The Father gives to lead me 
safely 


Down through time into Eternal 
Life!” 
—Mary Jane Halak 
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and also of the Madonna House 
in 1953. 


was published last December by 


Worker applicants; among these 
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Miss Francoise de Castro, born in Neuilly, France, a score 
of years and more ago, is the chief librarian at Madonna House. 
She came to the U.S.A. from Paris to teach in Vassar College. 
The college had no Catholic atmosphere. Miss de Castro, a con- 
vert to the Faith, sought relief by visiting Friendship House in 
New York, then a thriving center of Catholic Action. It was 
there she met Mrs. Doherty, the founder of Friendship House, 


the latter, she came to Combermere. She became a Staff Worker 


Miss de Castro, a graduate of the Ecole Normale Superi- 
eure, Bl. Jourdan, and of Lettres Sorbonne, Paris, translated 
the original French manuscript of St. 
“True Devotion to Mary” into basic English so that it could be 
made into a more readable book than the first English edition. 
Eddie Doherty adapted the book from her translation, and it 


worked as a Staff Worker both in Combermere and Edmonton, 
and has taught several classes to Staff Workers and Staff 
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apostolate. At the invitation of 


Louis de Montfort’s 


the Montfort Fathers. She has 


a course in the Old Testament. 
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GOD HIMSELF BUILDS 
NEW MARIAN CENTRE 


By Dorothy M. Phillips 
Marian Centre, Edmonton, Alta. — A feeling of awe assails 
me as I look at our “new building” — four walls of a basement 93 


feet long and 33 feet in depth, piles of lumber, sand, cement, and 


steel, and rows of cement blocks. 


I see men at work. Plumbers digging ditches. Electricians 
setting up electrical conduits in the foundation. And block-layers, 


who have closed in all of the first 
God Builds It 

Why is this picture such an 
awesome sight? Well friends, 
when you see God building a 
building, in His own inimitable 
way, it is pretty hard not to stand 
open-mouthed. Can you imagine 
a $64,000.00 building growing out 
of only $11,000 in cash? 

For two years we have begged, 
prayed, and worked for the money 
needed for this House of Our Lady 
and for God’s beloved poor. Then, 
silly as this may sound, God 
stooped down and said: “Never 
mind, children; I will build it 
Myself.” 

Things started happening so 
fast they are hard to follow. A 
couple here in Edmonton offered 
to have the basement dug out for 


storey of the two end walls. 


ward the car. By this time, the 
whole block, saw a little old gray 
haired gal go into a first class 
sprint. I caught up to the couple 
just as they were entering the 
car. 
“Did you find a rosary in the 
road a few minutes ago?” 
Romance Maybe 

“T sure did”, was his reply. “Is 
it yours?” He drew it out of his 
pocket and held it in his hand in 
almost a loving manner. He was 
a young lad of about 22 years of 
age and his eyes shone. “Is there 
something special about this ro- 
sary?” I asked if he had heard 
of the Pilgrim statue. He hadn’t. 
Our Lady of Fatima. He hadn’t. 

Briefly I told him the Fatima 
story and invited him and the 
girl into the chapel to see the 





us. A group of business men who 
have been advising us and help-| 
ing us in many ways started look- | 
ing into the costs of . materials, | 
and the cheapest methods of con-| 
structing. They also began whole- 
sale begging for discounts, re- 
ductions, and outright donations. 
A Catholic building contractor 
offered to supervise the building 
free of charge. And many of our 
Brothers Christopher volunteered 
free labor. 

All of this still leaves us shy 
about $40,000. Tradesmen must 
be payed, and the plumbers, elec- 
tricians, block-layers, and _ steel 
erectors. Most of the cash requir- 
ed is for labor. 

Mary’s Blessing 


statue. He almost bowled me over 


in his eagerness. He snatched his} 
girl friend’s hand and headed to-| 


ward the house. They remained 


|in our chapel a few moments. His 


face revealed strange lights. The 
girl showed only peaceful puzzle- 
ment. The boy is Catholic. The 
girl is not. The boy asked if he 
might return to find out more 
about Our Lady of Fatima. We 
assured him he would be wel- 
come—and the girl would be wel- 
come too. 

I wish that Rosary could talk. 

Before Father Moore drove 
away with the statue he blessed 
our two houses, Marian Centre 
and St. Joseph’s, with it. He also 
blessed the site where the new 





Be that as it may, God has 
made it quite apparent that He 
desires this refuge for His poor, 
even to the extent of looking after 
the details of it Himself. But God 
is humble. And, like any earthly 
Father, He does not spurn the 
help of His children. So anyone 
wishing to participate in His 
work can do so, either by prayers 
or by sending a donation to 
Marian Centre, 10528 — 98 St., 
Edmonton, Alta. 

There is an even more active 
way of participating for the folks 
here in Edmonton. That is by vol- 
unteering a day or an evening or 
two a_ week in the actual con- 
struction of the building. 

We are most grateful to those 
of you who have already been of 
such great assistance to us and 
pray God may bless you abund- 
antly. 

We are most grateful to Our 
Lady too—for we know she asked 
the Holy Trinity to speed the er- 
ection of this shelter. The build- 
ing began to rise up toward the 
skies shortly after she came—in 
the Statue of the Pilgrim Madon- 
na of Fatima, to bless our Marian 
Centre. 

The statue arrived around five 
o’clock one beautiful sunny Sun- 
day afternoon in May, and it re- 
mained with us _ until seven 
o’clock the next evening. I wish 
I could say that the arrival had 
been an uneventful one. But it 
wasn’t. 

The Lost Rosary 

Somehow, the Rosary which 
was strung over her hands got 
lost before the statue wes 
brought into the house. Our 
chaplain’s rosary was used in- 
stead. We had a talk by Father 
Robert, and another by Father 
Moore who has been travelling 
with the statue for the past nine 
years. Benediction followed, then 
the Rosary. Finally we made an 
act of consecration to the Immac- 
ulate Heart of Mary. 

The lost Rosary had been given 
Father Moore by someone who 
had received tremendous graces 
through the intercession of Our 
Lady of Fatima. 

We searched the area around 
St. James’ church where the stat- 
ue had come from. We searched 
the roadway along which it had 
travelled. We searched the vicin- 
ity around Marian Centre. All to 
no avail. The radio stations took 
up the’ story, describing the Ro- 
sary and giving the history of the 
Pilgrim Virgin statue. 

Rosary Found 

Approximately four hours later 
a friend came to pay a visit to the 
chapel. Her husband remained in 
the car, looking after a few small 
children. 

He saw a boy and a girl get out 
of a parked car and he saw the 
boy pick up a large white rosary. 
The two then went into one of 
the houses down the street. 

I immediately hightailed it 
into the houses along the street 
looking for a lad and _ his girl 
friend. I had reached the end of 
the block when I saw the two 


house is shooting now into the 
Madonna-blue sky. 

How could we fail to under- 
stand Our Lady had blessed the 
place? How could we fail to rea- 
lize that God has come down 
from heaven to build the new 
structure Himself? When Mary 
asks, He hastens to oblige. 





A LOVE LETTER 


(Continued from Page One) 

We can come closer to Him 
than did St. John, who, at the 
last supper, listened to His beat- 
ing heart. We can receive His di- 
vine kiss. “Let Him kiss me with 
the kiss of His mouth.” We can 
take Him into our bodies! 

“I Am Whe Life” 

Your Son is in the Host the 
priest consecrates in the Mass. 
He is there Body and Blood, Soul 
and Divinity. We swallow the 
Host. And Christ is within us. The 
real Christ! Your Son! God! 

Once I thought this divine food 
became part of.us, flesh of our 
flesh, bone of our bone, blood of 
our blood. I was so elated I almost 
died. Then I realized that if this 
were true, we _ should, even 
against our wills, grow more and 
more Godlike. I realized You 
would not bend nor force our 
wills. Our human will, paradox- 
ically, Lord, is stronger than You 
Yourself, who made it—since it 
can and does resist You. 

And, I reasoned—with Your 
grace and wisdom — that it 
would be of no merit to us if we 
became Godlike merely by par- 
taking daily of the Eucharist, let- 
ting You do all the work of sanc- 
tification, being content merely 
to accept it—and to accept it, 
perhaps, as nothing more than 
our due! A man, even though he 
received Holy Communion every 
morning, might be not only an 
indifferent Catholic — he might 
be worse than Judas and Herod 
and Caiphas all rolled into one. 

There were people in the first 
days of the Messiah who became 
holy through the touch of His 
hand, the sound of His voice, the 
look in His eyes. There were 
others who foamed at the mouth 
when 
beauty. 





they gazed upon His 


He Is Near_Us 

We can become even holier 
than those holy ones; for Christ 
comes to us every morning. He 
seeks us out. He makes a chalice 
of each body He enters. He brings 
all heaven with Him. 

Those who receive Him with 
clean and joyous—and eager— 
hearts; those who take Him into 
mouths made sweet and holy by 
frequent prayer; those who give 
Him, voluntarily and out of sheer 
love, their stubborn wills; those 
most fortunate people need not 
envy the apostles. 

His Body and Blood remain 
with them only a little while; but 
His love, His glory, His majesty, 
His power, fills them to overflow- 
ing. His peace abides with them 
forever. His joy is constant in 
them. These are His friends, men 
and women whom nothing can 
frighten, nothing can sway, noth- 








walking, hand in hand, back to- 


ing can really harm, 


Christ lives in them, as He 
lived in St. Paul; the physical 
Christ, the living, breathing, hu- 
man Christ with the warm blood 
pulsing through His veins. He 
comes to us humbly; as an insig- 
nificant particle of bread, the 
commonest of foods—but bread 
changed miraculusly into His 
flesh. He came humbly ipto this 
world, choosing a cold and smelly 
stable for his birthplace. 

Your Son is still humble, God. 
And we are still so proud! 


The Right Time _ 

We can take Him, as did His 
mother and St. Joseph; or we can 
reject Him, as did most of the 
world He came to save. But we 
needn’t feel we were born in the 
wrong times, need we, God? 

You chose this time for us to 
live, didn’t you? You made Your 
Son as much a part of this age as 
of the era in which He first ap- 
peared. You made Him as close 
to us as He was to Mary and Jo- 
seph, to Peter and James and An- 
drew and John and Paul and 
Mary Magdalene and Pontius Pi- 
late. Didn’t You, God? 

Dead Lord Almighty, You took 
occasion once to let Your voice be 
heard on earth. “This is My be- 
loved Son,” You said. “Hear ye 
Him.” 

Am I speaking out of turn—as 
our saying has it—if I ask you 
to say those words again, to 
thunder them throughout this 
little world, and to force all men 
to realize that Your Word still 
dwells among us? 

I am Your reporter, God; and 
it is part of my job to give Your 
words such circulation as I can. 
If I could thunder, I would most 
certainly do so. I would stun 
every pair of ears in creation. 


Thunder of God! 

“Christ”, I would say, “is not 
dead. He is the living Son of the 
living God! Hear ye Him! Visit 
Him! Comfort Him! Feed Him! 
Clothe Him! Nurse Him! Love 
Him! Live for Him; And, if you 
are fortunate enough to win the 
red joy of martyrdom, die for 
Him! 

“Christ lives not only in the 
tabernacles of the world, in the 
Host, in the Consecrated Wine. 
He lives in the pope, in the bish- 
ops, in the priests. He lives in the 
unfortunate, the poor, the sick, 
the maimed, the crippled, the des- 
perate. He is as near to you as 
your nearest church. No, he is 
even nearer. He is as near to you 
as your nearest neighbor.” 

I am no thunderer, God, no son 
of thunderers. I can only write. 
Type is my only voice. A feeble 
voice at best. It does not carry 
far. But you can put the thunder 
into what I write, Lord, and You 
can—if You will—use this crude 
letter to send Your thunder 
crashing again and again around 
the world, through all the nations 
of the earth, through all the ears 
attuned to thunder, so that all 
may know Christ still lives and 
dwells among us, that He is still 
God and the Son of God, and that 
nothing has changed since the 
Resurrection. 

I write not out of presumption, 
Lord. I write You out of love. My 
love is as feeble as my voice. Make 
both love and voice grow stronger 
every day! 

Yours, Eddie. 





The Nice Green Worm! 
An Almost True Fable 


By Leonard Benoit 











Yesterday I was sitting in the 
big armchair at St. Catherine’s 
—we now have two armchairs— 
in front of Our Lady. And I was 
saying my Breviary when a most 
beautiful green, shiny, little 
worm fell on my arm. He wasn’t 
bigger than a_ lollypop stick 
around the middle, and no more 
than an inch long. 

I fell in love with him at first 
sight. And I said to Our Lady: 
“Now isn’t that a nice worm! 
Your Son sure makes nice 
things”. And she said: “Yes, He 
does.” 

Just Like A Worm! 

But the little worm didn’t 
know how much we loved him. He 
was all in a panic. Of course, I 
would be too, if I were in his 
place. So, he was crawling as fast 
as his belly could move all over 
the dense vegetation of hair on 
my arm. 

Up and down he went, up and 
down the curled has, saying to 
himself: “Where on have 
I landed? Why should this hap- 

n to me? After all, I’ve always 
cd a good little worm. This is 
terrible. I’ve never had so much 
trouble in my life. Will this big 
thing eat me up? It has such bi 
eyes. I’m afraid. Will I ever ge 
out of here?” 

Just then he found a clearing in 
the forest and away he went all 
over my arm. I just loved this 
little worm. And Our Lady said 
it was as pretty a worm as She 





had ever seen, and She loved him 


too. . . as only She can love. She 
came over and tried to caress 
him, but he just moved and wrig- 
gled away. 

I tried to stop him, without 
crushing the life out of him, by 
putting a little finger on his tail. 
But he kept bunching himself all 
up in front, and wriggling, and 
wriggling. His face was like a very 
small green jellybean with two 
dark ink spots for eyes. Jet black. 

A Deaf Worm? 

Well, when I saw his eyes I 
just loved him all the more. 
I said to him: “Little worm, you 
are very beautiful indeed. There 
is no worm in the whole world 
that I’ve ever loved so much.” 
But he wasn’t listening, just 
wriggling. “If you want, fair 
worm, we will live together for 
the rest of our lives and love 
one another.” But he just would 
Not listen. 

When I held him tenderly be- 
tween thumb and index he waved 
his little body madly, like the stem 
of a flower, and he cried: “Let me 

o! Let me go! I don’t like you! 
Poutre going to hurt me! You’re 
hurting me! I want to go home” 

I laid him down in the palm of 
my hand and said: “Beautiful 
little worm, if you let me love you, 
you will become more than a 
worm. You see, I am much great- 
er than you, and I can love much 
better than you. If you want to, 
you too can learn how to love and 
be much greater than you are.” 

A Cynical Worm! 

He hardly heard what I said 
although I could see he was 
tempted. Because he squeaked 
something that sounded like this: 
“Love! Love! Is there any love in 
the world for a worm? I hardly 
think so. I’m just a worm and 
that’s all I’ll ever be. So let me 
go! Let me enjoy my misery!” 

I laid him gently on the arm of 
the chair. He squirmed all over 
the place, thinking he was free. 
Sadly, I saw him fall to the floor 
and disappear. 

I was quite disappointed. 

I looked at Our Lady on the 
fireplace. 

She looked sad too. Her head 
was bowed. A big tear fell from 
her lovely cheek. I said: “Gee, 
how You love that worm!” She 
lifted her face slowly and just 
looked at me, two big, tender blue 
eyes, fresh and deep—like a new- 
ly scrubbed sky. Without a word. 
For minutes. I began to feel un- 
easy. There was so much pain in 
those eyes! 

All Kinds of Worms 


I began to squirm. I tried to 
look away. I picked up the 
psalms, but I couldn’t see a word. 
It was awful. Those’ eyes, those 
- of paradise, so full of tears! 

could hear my heart beat and 
there was a lump in my throat. I 
couldn’t stand it any longer. I 
went straight to Her and said: 
“What is it, My Lady? Why are 
you so sad? Why are you so hurt? 
It was only a little worm. I can 
get you a dozen if you want.” 

“It isn’t the little worm,” she 
said, it’s you. And millions like 
you, who won’t let themselves be 
loved by the Father, the Son, the 
Holy Ghost, by Jesus, My most 
loving Son, by Me. 

“You loved that worm with all 
your -heart. But your heart is 
small. I love you with all My 
heart. And My heart is bigger 
than all the universe. But so 
often you won’t let me. You 
squirm and wriggle and try to 
run away into a dark corner.” 

I felt smaller than that light 
green, shiny worm; and far less 
Heautiful. 

Then She smiled: “Do you un- 
derstand now?” 

And I smiled, kind of sheep- 
ish like: “Yes, My loving Lady, 
I understand.” 





STELLA MARIS HOUSE 





(Continued from Page One) 
STAPLES shower? You know... 
rice, macaroni, flour, etc? How 
about a DETERGENT. . . SOAP 
... CLEANSING MATERIALS .. 
AND SCOURING POWDER 
SHOWER? They will all help so 
much. 

How about the Chapel? We 
need CASH FOR THAT. For the 
HOUSING OF THE LORD WE 
NEED A SPECIALLY MADE 
TABERNACLE. Our altar will 
face the people, so the Tabernacle 
must be custom-made . . . CASH 
IS NEEDED FOR THAT. And for 
other things pertaining to the 
August service of the Lord. Stella 
Maris will blass you abundantly 
for all you do directly for Her 
Divine Son . . . and so will He. 
Please make cheques payable to 
STELLA MARIS HOUSE INC. 
Thanks a million. 

Yes .. . Stella Maris came for 
us to Portland on the 6th of June, 
1957. May she forever bless our 
work in her beloved city, PORT- 





LAND! 





CANTICLE OF THE 


SAMARITAN WOMAN 


By Robert Pelton 











I had waited many years 

And no beloved one came leaping 

Like a roe down the mountain 
side. 

I had waited, so many years, 

And no beloved one came skip- 

in 
Like 4 young hart over the hills. 


In my bed by night 

I sought him whom my soul 
could love. 

Five husbands I have had— 

You all have known them — 

But none was my beloved: 

I sought him and found him not. 


But come and see: 

Today, at the well, at Jacob’s well, 
I met a man, a Jew, 

Who spoke to me. 

And as I gave him to drink 

Of the water I had drawn, 

He gave me to drink, 

Of a water I had never known. 
“Living water,” he called it. 


And in my heart then, 

And in my soul, 

A dam burst, 

And in me welled up a love, 

Such a love that I had never 
known. 

And over the hills of my heart 

Came my beloved, like a young 
hart, 

And over the mountains of my 
soul 

Came my beloved, like a roe. 

And He was there before me, 

My beloved. 

And all the sun shone, 

Warm on my shoulders, 

And the dust eddied, 

Warm on my feet, 

And a dove called, 

And soared high in the blue sky, 

And the water lapped, 

Gently on my soul, 

And my Beloved spoke to me. 


He told me all that I had ever 
done, 

And I listened, 

With the smell of lilies 

And new grapes in the air, 

And with this love in my heart. 

Oh, I will not let Him go, 

’Til I bring Him into my mother’s 


bore me. 


Oh come, my people, come and 

see! 

Come and see my Beloved! 

Come, my people, come and see 
this Man, 

Who has told me all I have ever 
done! . 

Come, my people, 

And drink His living water. 


|FOR ANGELIC HELP 


O Ye heavenly patrons and all 
other saints who may be conde- 
scending to interest yourselves in 
me; help me so that my Guardian 
Angel may always be able to give 
joy in the Court of God by His 
report on my doings; and that 
the angelic se may always 
find me contending with spirit- 
ual valiance for the Faith; and 
by faith winning the victory over 
myself, the world, and the devil. 

O Angel, of God, who art my 
Guardian, this day enlighten, 
guard and govern me, since I 
have been entrusted to thee by 
the Eternal Goodness. 

B. C. Widdowson. 


SPEAK OF LOVE 


Speak to me of Love. 

Of Love strong enough to climb 

The Hill to look into the eyes of 
a crucified God, 

Big enough, brave enough to 
walk in nothingness, 

Little enough to be lost in joy, 

Wise enough to be vigilant, 

Patient enough to grow in pain, 

Empty enough to be filled 

Still enough to hear The word. 























UNCHANGING CHURCH 





(Continued from Page Two) 
Liturgical Reform 

Dom Virgil Michel was first 
and last the practical apostle, 
with his feet on the ground and 
both eyes open. This shows itself 
also in his whole attitude to- 
wards liturgical reform. Here his 
spirit was: let us first under- 
stand what we have, and above 
all, live it—then, we will be in a 
position to begin to think of, and 
suggest, changes. This attitude 
is remarkably similar to that of 
the humble genius from whom he 
learned so much in Europe, Dom 
Lambert Beauduin. 

That certain reforms were de- 
sirable was a plain fact to Michel 
but there was no point in urging 
such, so long as “liturgy” meant 
“sanctuary etiquette.” Besides, 
changes in the liturgy, because it 
“is grounded mainly on the 
eternal bonds that unite the hu- 
man to the divine and on the 
eternal needs of man as man,” 
will always be “slight” and “grad- 
ual’, even though the liturgy has 
“developed considerably’’ 
through the centuries and will 
continue to develop, provided it 
becomes once again our daily 
bread. 

The Collegeville Benedictine 
had a clear concept of the dyna- 
mic nature and character of the 
liturgy. In this connection it is 
important to emphasize that the 
liturgy is in Michel’s words “es- 
sentially the Christian faith pray- 
ed; it is dogma set to prayer.” As 
certain Christian truths were 
questioned and thus were more 
clearly formulated, or as certain 
Christian truths needed greater 
emphasis due to changing times, 
it was but natural that the litur- 
gical forms and formulas gradual- 
ly introduced by the church gave 
living expression to their beliefs. 

Changing Times 

After all, the liturgy—like tra- 
dition. and the Church Herself— 
is a living reality and not a static 
one. Times change and _ the 
Church, as a vital, living organ- 
ism, adapts her unchanging doc- 
trines to changing conditions, 
and so too her worship, her lit- 
urgy, whereby she carries on the 
work of Christ. 

Obviously, the essential ele- 
ments of the liturgy, those of di- 
vine origin and touching the sub- 
stance of sacrifice and sacra- 
ments, must always be retained; 
whereas the external garb of the 
liturgy—that is, supplementary 
rites, ceremonies, actions, and 
words can change and develop so 
as better to carry out the work of 
redemption by making the lit- 
urgy more effective. 

None less than Pius XII has re- 
stated this and more, in no minc- 
ing words. Thus every century of 
Catholic living might have some- 
thing to add to the official wor- 
ship of the Church. Father Virgil 
expressed his own strong desire 
when he wrote in 1937 that “not 
the least of the hopes among 
many modern liturgical apostles 
is for various changes in the litur- 
gical forms and customs. 











wah 


As you see, it is not always winter 
in the Yukon; nor does the work 
consist entirely of cutting wood for 
the fires, or scrubbing floors, or 
cooking “gook.” Here is Fr. Gene 
Cullinane, the chaplain at Mary- 
house, baptizing an Indian baby. 
Mamie Legris, the director of this 
foundation, at Whitehorse and Louis 
Stoeckle, are the Godparents. 





Speak to me of that love. 
Speak of that love only. 
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